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WILES OF WOMEN

i

T ALK about women! Why, girls,

they don't compnre with men
when & man once gets started down
malmly path” And Marian started
herself at the table with a flourish
that told of something up her sleeve
out of the usual. Then she turned to
‘Mollle with:

“You remember, don't you, darling,
Ahat delightful man you Intreduced to
Dick and me geveral months ago, who
gald he was in the business of manu-
{acturing the best gun in the world?
Well! Dick did some little thing for
himy—~nothing particular ditficolt—I
think it was getting somebody trans-
ferrad from one army post to  an-
othér—but the man was g0 gratefal
he couldn't get over it! You would
have thought Dick had made the sol-
dier a general or something. In his
gratitude he felt he must do something
for Dick. He, it seems, was mighty
lucky In playing the market, and al
way being approached for advice, or
tips, but he would say to Dick, ‘Bad
business, bad business,’ meaning thal
he could not tell any more than any-
one else that it was only luck with a
little common sense and knowledge of
value—knowledge of what stocks
ought to do. Yet, somehow, the
stocks he went into himsell always
went up.

“To make a long story short, one
day he said to Dick: ‘T'll tell you what
to do, where there's lttle risk; if you
really want to take a chance, 1 will
let you into a pool, and you can sit
back with the rest of us and wait for
the turn it takes. And Dick—my sen-
gible, cautious Dick—actually drew a
cheque for over $4,000, and knew, be-
cause of his real knowledge of the
man's successes, that the four thou-
sand would be increased into five
times that much at least. And do
you know the stock began to go up
dtdl ‘up, untll Dick thought there was
quite enough profit and sald so to
your delightful man!

“'Stuff and nonsense,' sald Mr.
Man; ‘that stock has only just begun
to soar! The membera of the pool
have declded to walt for another ten
points. Don't you be foolish; you stay
in and walt with us! Sure enough,
the stock kept on going up, and was
actually up over twenty points from
where Dick hought. The ‘delightful
man,' when Dick drew his chegue to
g0 into the pool, had insisted on giy-
ing Dick his personal note for the
money, because, ah he sald, Dick did
not know him so very well. Dick
finld no, that was not necessary—that
he was willing to take the chance
with the rest; but nothing doing!
Dick must accept. When Dick told
me, & flesting thought went through
my head that the man was making an
unnecessary speclaily of honesty; but
It seémed to clinch Dick’s faith in him.

“You all know how suddenly Dick
Wwar ordered oversens, and that he left
& lot of things for me to attend to.
Among the rest was the closing out
of thé deal that held this little nest-
egE—which he gave to me and told
me to get and to deposit it at our
bank, etoe. He gave me the note and
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tha canceled chaque, and told me how
to write the lotter of Instruction to
Mr. Man to close his part of the
transaction, and the man's address, [
wrote the letter and waited for my
little fortund to come by return mail
in a fat cheque. Well, girls, I am
still waiting! I got no answer. |
took the canceled cheque nnd the
note and the other papers he Egave
Dick and went to my lawyer, and he
weént on A hunt for the man. The
man had disappeared, and Moliie, dar-
Jing, it looks as if all those dinnora
and luncheong he gave Dick were on
Dick’s own money; thal he never in-
vested it at all; just put the roll in
his pocket! Can you beat that?”
“Why, yes,” said “Mollie darling”
“I can beat It with another story of
the wilea of men. Do you remember
that little foreigner—a Russian of
such beautiful manners, who spoke
several languages perfectly and Eng-
lish as well ag the rest—that our
American Princess So-andSo intro-
duced us to? A few weeks ago Prince
and Madame la Princess gave a aard
party at their hotel to some intimate
friends, and the stakes began to run
high—you know what inveterate, nat-

ural gamblers Musstand are!—and the

little man of the polished manners
sald to the Princess: ‘The game s a
bit steep for me. I never allow my-
self the pleasure If it Is more than I
can afford. As I am the loser I can
gracefully withdraw, and also as I
have & most I[mportant engagement
that | have been neglecting.'

“They sald they would change the
game, but he really had to go. In
settling he had not enough American
money. So he sald to the Prince: ‘If
you don't mind, 1T will give youn a
larger chegue on my bunk in London,
and you can endorse It for me at the
dedlr, where they don’t know me well
enough to hand our a hundred pounds.’
The Prince sald, Sure, Mike, or cer-
tainly, or something like, and the
man got his five hundred dollars—our
money—pald his card debt to the host.
Of course you can guess the rest
Yesterday that cheque and another
one that the Prince endorsed after-
ward came back to the hotsl from
London marked ‘no funds,' and the in-
formation that the polished lttle Rus-
sfon is vory much wanted by this par-
tieular bank; that he had got several
English and Americans into some deal
that had o hole fo the bottom just he-
fore he salled away. He, too, has dis-
appeared.”

“These tricks of men are as old as
the hills.” suid Marian; “the only new
phase of it Is the men of good posl-
tion socially who are taking up the
gnme, In almost every instance it is
women who are thelr victims., Dut
the smooth talker can rope other men
in, too, because money Is flying about
for the making and does not seem to
have the protection it did have. [ sare
do hate to write to Dick about the
fiuzle In his Investment—and the loss
of his 34,000—but do you know whaut

Dick wil say? Thig: ‘'Hold on to
the note—the man will make pgood
some time!" And just because of

Dick's good fuith in people they 4o
make good. Say, girls, it sepams roest-
ful to have a story or two about the

wiles of men and notjof women, eh?
Walter, bring filve of those pretty-lit
tle-war-time-harmless cektalls,”—The
Annallst,

SOME WE:E'K

HOOPSY! Whoopsy! Whoopsy!!
0Old Hindenburg is in the soup!!
He bad to quit! Ayl Zee grand
coup!!
Ohhh Boy!!!

When Hindy struck out at the bat

The Kaiser sald, “Your head is fat”

Sald Hindenburg, "I quit for that.”
Ohhh Boy!!!

It must have given Fritz a pain

The way we tackled St, Gobain.

And now it's ours—another gain!
Ohhh Boy!!!

I don't know how they say “Grand
Pre"”
Nor what it is; but this I see,
The darned thing now belongs to we.
Ohhh Boy!!l

Chemin des Dames sounds very much

Like ladies’ underwear, and such.

Of course we took It from the Duteh!
Ohhh Boy!!!

We took the famous town of Lens,
And now we're after Valenciennes
Where lace is made for girls—and
hens.
Ohhh Boy!!!

Thanksgiving time Is drawing near,

But Germany {s feeling drear—

No Turkey will she have this year.
Ohhh Boy!!!

*Oh, Allnh, Help me!™ Tarkey ories;
But even Allah, I surmise
Is on the side of the Allles.

Ohhth Boy!!!

Just look what Allenby has done-—

What Turks are left are on the run.

The fight with Turkey's nearly won.
Ohhh Boy!!!

And Austro-Hungary is just

About to blow right up and bust!

Her trusty sword’s begun to rust,
Ohhh Hoy!!!

Sald Kaiser Bill to Pringe Max,
“Suppose you (drop a note and ax

Friend Wilson If he'll stop attacks."

Ohhh Boy!!!

“We're in poor shape; our line is bant;

Our valiant troops are badly spent;

Let's get him in an argument.”
Ohhh Voy!!!

But Wilson is too smart & man

To fall for such & kultured plan,

He'll finish whot those boys began,
Ohhh Boy!!!

They'll never catch him in o nap,

Now that we've got them In a trap

He'll back the Kaiser off the map!
Ohhh Boy!!!

olks at home ean do

iy a bond or two.

Come on, It's ap to me and von
Ohhb Boy!!!

By W. M, Bu:liss, In Boldgeport Life

The lenst we
Just now, 1s

THE TRUE CHIVALRY

The question i8 not whether the
world In growing better or worse, but
whnt is there, after all, that Is gen-
ercus, brave, and hopeful in our time,
that may inspire with its own splrit,
and Induce us to work for results that
shall be more generous and brave and
hopeful? I am sure we can
make a muoch better use of this frolt-
ful world than merely to plek out opg-
casions for whining and scolding. If
woe are dispoged to take up the pro-
fession of croaker, we had belter go
down into a well and do the thing
appropriately. But even then we can-
not shut our eyes to the sersne top-
light, the beneflcfent arch of heaven,
the quiet proclamations from day to
dny and night to night of God's stead-
fast laws, of His vast plan that wraps
ug round and carries us along,

In this age there is all that was best
In the age of chivalry, Here I8 the
spirit of generous sentiment, the
spirit of moble performance, here s
the muanifestation of a love that goes
out beyond self, of n Ianith that, look-
ing beyond estimates, fastens on the
permanent, and a herolsm that brave-
iy tries to do whatever should Dbe
dona, And so, whenever gen-
uine chivalry flushes out, it Is always
recognized, dnd responsive sympithy
provas it to be the despest movement
of the day and time. This sympathy
for that which is right and good runs
through every age. King Henry's
“Follow my white plumal!” Sldney’'s
draught to the soldier, Nelson's bat-
tle signal at Trafalgar, Lawrence's
“Don’t give up the sghip!"—all such
things as these touch upon chords
that will vibrate while the waorld
lasts. The world’s heart throbs at the
memory of Humboldt, while hardly a
pulse quickens at the name of Met
ternich.—Edwin H., Chapin.

“1 want to have a4 tooth drawn,” an:
nounced the small boy with the steel
gray eye, "and 1 want gas." “You're
too young to have gas, my lliftle
man,” snld the dentist., “Besldes, I'm
sure you aren't afrald of being hurt
Sit still and be & man.” *“It isn't that
at all,” sald the boy, "but I'm afraid
I shall not be able to help giving a
bit of a squenl when it comes out."
"Well, that won't matter at all,' sald
the dentist. “I'm sure 1 shall not
mind.” "No, but 1 shall. Look out
of that window."” The dentist looked
and saw & lot of grinning lads stand.
ing under the window. “They're all
the kids I've fought nnd Hoked," sald
the customer, "and they've come to
hear me holler.”

That it is not alwayvs wise to tell
all you know was found out by one
ambitious stone cutter whose axperi
snce aclipses all the stortes told of
the blunderings In a printing offlc
The workman had been jpstructed to
earve over the door of the naw church
the scriptural "My hous:
shall be ealled the houss of proyer.”
For sake of neceuracy the atone cutter
wus referred to the Bibhle, Matthew
rxi. 18, He cut, "My house shall be
called the house but
have made It a den of thieves!”
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